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1 the rafters!"
Sd'yeh want'm, Barney, butts forward er

býid?"
iOu bancicutter-man, better git a baspbail

ait tili we start rollin' down this barley -
7'1il git ýbariey-beards the wrong way down

Onlest Injun, Charlie," said one ýwith stage
1 surveying the entire barnful, "this here

Do full fer utterance."
3 limae Tomkins had the ibelt fiapping. It
Irve-lous mornIng. Probably nobocly enjoyed
ýsting day as much as 1 did. I -could see
e business. Every li-me 1 hauled a stone-
i of old rails 1 could see how the quartette
10-w were tearing holes in the barley alorI.
dr'ove the old mare to the bouse well for a
rrel or water I could see thow th1e old

01f Cy ia the slrawstack gang were laylng
diay's work. Cy always believed in taking

rakers, because ît was the dirtiest job at a
'and rurthermore, I Ttne-w that he had an

to business. At the head of th1e rakers îvas
Place a man could see when a grain of

ninute was coming -up in the chaif. And Cy
to observe tChase now-and-then grains of

noon'speil everybody forked food into him-
as much gusto as é1e had forked sheaves
' t'the barn. BIR hirauseif and bis partner

,silned fried pork, roast be, potatoes,, tur-
lkled, beets, chowchow,' home-made fresh
ewvIY-c'hurned butter, apple-sauce, pumpkin

>-lcookies, and each three slalhering cups
say lhey consumed these things one and

d'hote, -a la, carte and carte blanche right
ElstIlke a Pair of cobras, and I listened to
Of the gang without a word of ýcomment.

the rest of the -outfit were assimilating pie
Pýete were out at the machine. Pete took a
ler 11he separalor, oiling up and scrutinizing
es and the rakers and th1e bearings of the
Peering down into the teeth of the tbing

811e Wvas ýgood and-hungryfor the afternoon's
Wil flung in wood and gave his whistle a

Short, sharp poops.
Y'r shirt awn, Bill," I heard Cy growl.

quarter to one sheaves were going through
rOre Cy, having his hogs te feed, manlaged
Up1 to his post of censorship at the rakers.
'getting tuned up. He knew by the music

tS.chine whether the grain vwas tough, if it
Lis, Whether the sheaves were well bound
ty nmuch of a size.
t111 four o'clock ýthe engineer Atibled very
el lked my nice diry rails and the soft water
ý" foamed ln th1e boler.
ýaYs 1, proudly, every now and then. "Cy

koshow to arrange things. Cy's a good

BaiLi Bill, as he fiung open the roaring fire-
~"Re lis thal."
qtas like as not he'll pay you cash on the

nilIte you're done th1e job."
le's got th1e long green, has h1e?"
NVikIe. We sold a steer last week."
eele to malte Bill beam. more than usuai,
'0 'hat 'when 1Cy rammed bis fork-handie

ralkers and threw off the drive-belt, he said
MXore saricastic than,
011e Your- olLi peit! What In th1e Sam

Slceof the barn, as Bill stopped the
anle 'the uncompromising squeak of th1e old

-thrown'--over.-swhea--ee."
(IRarned aid liar," said Bill, as '1e helped

'ln the bell again. "Ail th1e wheat we're
01 that stack Cy Plncher c'd put ln 'is eye."
""y 1, "but il takes a lot to MI1 Cy's eye

the whistle blew for supper, Tomnklns took
lit" t2he barn. H1e eaxplored the wheat ýmow

Iav 1 ould 11ear him rust1ing about there
lcO- at a strawstack. When he came out

'ýiUlPer I observed a hostile glimmer in bis
'11Ploke never a word at eupper-table. H1e
ke R horse. Andi he was usualiy the joliiest

anY threshing gang.
'W atch1ng him. M1e kne&w that Bill had

hl c'herne. The sheaýf-gang knew also.
1 sllpeoted ail aicsng there was some>thlng
udbesides the dust.
te 'bauds were gettiug &ack to the straw-
t~he mlow, and Bill had fired UP ready 10
81 the engin ser confronted each other

'"Cy," says Tomkin-s, "lhere's a haîf a day's work
in that job yit."

"How so?" gro-wled Cyrus.
"You ýknow it. Look at th1e strawstack. Why ain't

'ou drawin' il in faster?"
"Oh sbe's goin' een fat enough."
"Damu your bide, you toi' me that mow was ail

hay hair up to th1e bea.m," denoted Bill.
"I said no sech a durn-rool thing," insisted Cy.

"I merely hisita the lantera and says, says I, 'There's
the hay.' You says, 'So 1 see-must a' hed a thun-
derin' >crop o' hay.' And I says, 'It wuz the biggesl
crop o' hay I ever had.' But 1 neyer -toi' you th1e
hay filied haîf o' that mow. You jumped at the idee
like a big green bass te a worm on a book."

Bill was so angry h1e just started the engine to
drown his words. The machine roared again. H1e
snid half at me as he whanged rails mbt the firebox,

"Dy ginger, the res.t o' that wheat's goin' inta thal
separator hell bent rer 'lection."

HJ E held a conrab with Pete, solemniy agreeing t0
il put l'hat wheat through berore the gang quit.

Bill 'vas te take tura-about at th1e feeding. The
run commeinced iwhen Pete .took his next shirt at
the cylinder. Frcm the glare of his orba at the
sheal'-gang they knew that it was now or neyer. The
mow became iiteraliy a live thing. The sheaves
leaped out of it like a flock of sheep over a fence-
rail. -They buried theý band-cutter and àmade a geyser
ef straw round about Pete, who had the knack or
cramming the maw of that machine at double ,,peed
without choking the cylinder-though once in a
w'hule fromt so.me thundering big shear bouad by Cy
from a fence cradle-swath round a stump the spra
tor gagged and groaned and slowed down,

Not a peep came front Cyrus at the rakers, away
up there above th1e roof of the barn grimly heaving
the ýstraw that came up at him in a sea. And I knew
that if so much as a grain of wheat a minute ciipped
-him on the overalis 'he 'would -have stopped the
machine. But il was a fine separalor, Pete and Bill
were the two greplest feeders in.u Jerichoiand, and
Cy's wheat was in -prime condition. The threshers
bad ail the odds on them. And w.ben 'wall-eyed Bill
got Up to feed and Pete came down in the dusk like
a god of grime for a suck at the waýter pail the -mow-
men were down be-hind the hay and -the evenlng.was
closing ln.

The lussie became t10 me at the engine, uow a
struggle of supermen. Neyer had Ibere been such a
threshing contract in that settiement. Bill To.mklns
said neyer a word nowi to me. H1e handled that en-
!rine as though il had been a siege gun. H1e rammed

"'Durn your hidel you toi' me that hay went haif
way Up to the beam."l

'Il said no s1ch a fool thinef i hoids up the Ian-
tern and i says, says 1, 'There's the hay.' 'Ves,'
saya you, 'muet had a thunderIn' crop.' Il hed a
as blg a crop o' hay as ever I had,' saya 1. And
you bit Ilke a big green basa on toý a worm."l

lu wood and kept th1e 'waler gauge well up In th1e
glass, let off steamn now and tben and keDt th1e pres-
sure lu the &.auge Up around th1e 100 mark as steady
as a towu clock.

It was 10 me one of th1e great, sublime moments
in life, 'when men flig tbemselves lnt sacrifice for
th1e sake o! princîple. Looklg. at il lu t11e hight o!
experience, 1 know no.w that old. Cy Plucher was a

coltl-blooded old crawfssh that was doing bis best to
jew Týomkins out of a few dollars; and that Bill anci
Pete were a pair of rambunking roughnecks who
would have jammed Pincher's wheat through butts
first without regard t0 how much grain wemt out on
the s'tack if Cy didn't watch them. But thal wasn't
th1e way I reit about it, as 1 leaned on the water-
barrel by th1e engine. To mie Cy was a clever, auda-
clous oid crank who deserved t0 beat Tomkins if
he could, and Bill was an honest great thresherman
,who wns entitled to do the same. te Cy. For ýthe sake
of Bill ail the sheaf-men wouid have kepl at il tli
the iast sheaf was ra.mmed througýh. For the sake of
Cy even those rbeumatic old -heads of familles on
the strawstack would stick t0 il tli midnignî if
need be.

That spirit of seif-obliteratlon was the greal thing.
The mnen themselves made il so. They were a grori-
fied pack of great performers whose efforts 10 do th1e
big thing made the lthrob of the oid engine and th1e
raucous roar of th1e big separalor sound Ilke 1the
mnusic of the ,spheres. Whenever Bill or Pete got up
10 feed they seemed like, greal artists who could
neyer malte a slip. Elîher of them couid have fed
Ihal separator blindfolded. Each of thema knew th1e
sound of good threshing, as greal singers know Iheir
songs., Ail that spoiled my perfeot joy in 1the epie
,was 1the fact that I had nolhing t0 do but keep haul-
ing waler, for there was now plenly of wood te
finish th1e job. Every lime Bill came down froin 1the
machine he was covered with the grime of godhood
te me. 1 know 11e.was a commonpiace old spoopea-
dyke. 1 thought 'then he was a hero. Pete was
another. The men in 111e shbadows of 1the mow were
ail heroes; the man carrying boxes, th1e olLi patrlarchs
on 111e straw, the dry old skinfiinl aI 1the rakers away
up Ihere aI th1e peak of a mighly strawstack la 111e
moonlight, shuffling aI the slraw-yes, even the
engine and the separator lhemselves were great,
,superhumanized beings Ihat should have been 8ung
about-la Homeric legends.

Suddenly there was a- wiidcat w-hoop from 1the
di.4st of t11e dusky barn where 1the mow-men worked
by the ghimmer of th1e inoon through -the cracks.

"By jingo," I gasiped, 10 oid Bill, "lthey've got that
humr empty."

I whooped for joy as 1 saw tbem comne ouI of 1the
dust, . sa-w somebody heave a, ladder te the wheat-
stack oulside, ,three young panthers covered with
dust dlean 10 1the last lobe of their-lungs go sky-
larking up 10 1the peak as f resh as a young bull moose
In 111e dew of the dawn. One stayed on th1e bridge
10 pitch on 1the table. Down came 111e sheaves lu
1the light of th1e moon-whop-whop on te th1e bridge.
In vent more rails rarmmed halo t11e fire-box; more
sparks fiew from 1the smokestack; t11e englue shook
and t11e belt whistied and th1e big separutor sang like
the sons of the mo'rning.

"Oh, Lord!" sald I t0 my-sel!. "I'm nolhlng but
a hump on a log. Great Jeru-salem!"

AMID ail t11e magic I r-as miserabie. I was unfit
P1te be counted. 1 was nothing but a

hewer o! wood and a drawer of waler. 1 knew now
that Bill Tomklns was goîng t0 finish t11e job and tbat
o14 Cy Plucher had determined 10 keep bis face
closed and let hlm, even though 11e fiung away lhree
bus-hels 0f wheat ln th1e ohaff for th1e cows 10 eat.

Maybe 111e stack was bal! cbewed Up by 1the ma-
chine when 1 crept away from th1e engine round 10
th1e barnyard where 1the strawstack towered Up la 1the
moonlighl like a strange new pyramid witb five men
aI th1e peak and one 11111e old curmudgeon grimîy
swallowing dust down aI 111e rakers as 11e shoved
Up 1the straw from bis overalis. Tbey were ail so
high. up tbal they seemed la anoîher worid. But 1
haLi somewhat t0 say t0 Cyrus and 1 must do il.

I hustled back te th1e other side of th1e barn and gol
th1e long ladder. Feeling like a fine young f00l1I
heaved il up't t0h1e barn side of t11e slruýwstack and
vent crawling up 1e within three feet of where I
couid just nîake out old Cy lu his glorified cloud of
dust aI th1e rakers. It seemed like sacriiege t0 ln-
terrupt h1m, but bis goggles were turued my way.

"4Mr. Pincher," I shouted, not dariug te caul hlm Cy,
as I usually dld. "IWhathl I tell'mt aI the bouse."

Then I heard th1e o]d skinfllnî's voices croak througb
th1e dust as 11e missed neyer a forkful te 111e peak.

"Tell th1e old woman and th1e gais t0 gil Ibis gang
th1e dodgastedest supper they ever put on th1e table."

Wblcbh was t11e very tbinig 1 wanled élm to say.
1 p'au t 111e bouse like a cole dog afler t11e cows.
The womeu thought I was crazv, but 111ev aIl agreed
it was a. greut idea. I helped tiiem what 11111e 1
could; týhen I husleLi back 10 1the englue, hauled my
ha&t barrel of water, turued th1e old mare out 10 pas-
ture, and stood leaning on 1the barrel t0 waf ch th1e last
'shauk ot th1e wbeat-stack sIlde up Int 111e maw of
th1e separator,


